EXTREMES MEET

accurate description he had not provided together with a
scrap or two of his conversation and some hint of his
business there. He was always attending to the fires in
winter, to the blinds in summer. Every block of wood
he had put on the fire in the Military Attache's room had
been put on in exchange for a scrap of conversation 5
and every time the Minister's blind had been pulled up
or down it had been done at a moment when he had an
important visitor closeted with him. No scrap of torn
paper in the baskets that he could save was ever burnt
It was all smuggled out of the legation and sometimes
filled a suitcase when he brought it to Waterlow.
And gradually Waterlow had grown fond of the surrepti-
tious, mousy-haired little man. He was so infernally
efficient. He had such an appreciation of significant
detail. Most of the poets had no more ability to describe
a man than a passport. Keats would always seize the
feature that differentiated him. He had no use for brown
hair and medium noses. He looked for moles and scars
and tricks of gait and manner. The other poets knew
vaguely that a man's suit was dark. Keats noticed his
tie-pin or the odd buttons on his waistcoat. What cease-
less trouble had been taken not to compromise Keats!
He was never allowed to come twice to the same rendez-
vous in the same fortnight. The cost of housing him had
been almost as much as his salary. And his own meti-
culous prudence justified such expense. He had never
spared himself the fatigue of the most elaborately cir-
cuitous approach, and he never forgot a sou of his own
disbursements in securing such circuitousness. He wor-
shipped money ; but he never forgot for a moment that he
was an artist. When it was necessary to mortify him, one